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One/One 


Tears Of Ink 
The bottle fell over, rolled across the table until it fetched up against the fence of its brothers and sisters, 
emptied and abandoned just like it was. 
Dirk watched it from his position sprawled across the table, chin on his folded arms. 
Life just wasn't fair, he decided. 


A fresh bottle of beer appeared in his field of vision, and he stared at it for a moment, puzzled He'd just been 
wondering if it was worth unfolding himself to stagger over to the bar-- 


"| probably shouldn't," rolled a familiar voice, and Dirk heard the chair next to him creak as someone settled 


themself into it, "but you look like you need it. Here." 


He didn't bother to thank the voice, just propped himself up enough to get the bottle to his mouth without 


spilling any of the contents. It would have been rice to say that it tasted good, or that the chill felt right as it 
rolled down his throat but the truth was he was too damn drunk to care. This beer just joined the others in 
their assault on his battered brain, and the hurt feelings that were supposed to be being drowned. 

Only they weren't. Bastards. 


"So what's up?" asked the voice again, and with a huge effort Dirk rolled his head to fix bloodshot eyes on the 


speaker. 

"Markus," he muttered. 

"Yup." 

"What do you do," asked Dirk, after another long pull on his beer, "when it hurts?" 

The other man regarded him for a moment, thoughtful. He'd seen Kai approach Dirk, drag him off into a corner 
the moment his wife and son departed; he'd assumed they were going to indulge in a quick grope out of sight 
of the revellers - and Kai's new wife - but Dirk's expression when they'd emerged back into the crowd had 
put paid to that assumption. And the look that Kai had been given when he rejoined his bride had been 
interesting, too. 

She'd raised an eyebrow, and he'd dropped his gaze with a quick nod. 

And here was Dirk, drunk, miserable, staring into space and now the unexpected question. 

Markus stroked the back of his friend's head, and Dirk buried his face in his arms with a sigh. He eyed 
another knot of people, across under a cluster of lights in the garden, Kai and his lady all in white, laughing 
with Ingo and Michi. The sound of their voices drifted across, and Kai shot Dirk a quick glance. Markus shook 


his head, and Kai went back to his conversation with what looked to be a sigh. 


Everyone knew about Dirk and Kai. Even after Dirk had got married, they'd carried on while they were on tour; 


his wife was an understanding sort, said the gossip. 


Only it appeared that Kai's was not, and the news had apparently come as a shock to the man slumped on the 


table next to him. 

"Well" said Markus, and stretched out an arm to eye the new ink on his wrist, "| get a new tattoo" 
A bleary, bloodshot eye appeared from the crumple of white shirt 

"A what? 


Markus turned his arm to show him, and Dirk wobbled his head more upright to squint at it. 


"A tattoo." 

"Why?" 

He watched Ingo and Michi, heads close together as they laughed about - something. It was a good job Weiki 
hadn't been invited; he dreaded to think what might have happened. A row would have been the mildest thing, 
and after all the fighting that had torn his poor band apart over the last year, well - it didn't bear thinking 
about. 


He wasn't exactly unfamiliar with pain himself, and his mouth twisted into a wry smile as he looked down into 


Dirk's grief crumpled face. 


"It takes the pain from here," and he tapped his chest through the neat new shirt, "and puts it out here. 


Where everyone can see it" 

Dirk looked at the tattoos, and sighed. 
"| don't think | can do that" 

‘It's not for everyone." 


Another bottle rolled to join the others, and Dirk heaved an enormous sigh. Markus cupped the back of his 
neck, pulled Dirk into his shoulder for a hug. 


"It hurts, Markus." 
It ll pass. It always does." 
~ Kew 
But Dirk would see the pictures of Markus - years later - so completely covered in ink that very little 
unmarked skin was left, and he would wonder. 


~Fin~ 


